THE HAND OF 





M.M. Cam%M. 



A^^FALL THE PROFESSIONS IN THE WORLD, ALBEIT TORRANCE,. .YOURS IS THE LOWEST, THE MOST 
^0T DESPICABLE OF ALL.' TO BE A GRAVE-ROBBER, A MAN MUST BE WITHOUT CONSCIENCE, WITHOUT 
MORALS, WITHOUT DECENCY/ THAT DESCRIPTION FITS YOU PERFECTLY, DOESN'T IT, ALBERT-' BECAUSE 
YOU ARE A SCAVENGER OF THE DEAD. . . A SHOUL OF THE GRAVEYARDS f YOU ARE . . . 




I BETTER GET BACK TO MY 

SHACK NOW.' THE SUN'S STARTIN" 

TO COME UP... AN' I DON'T 

UNDHERE. 




Another nigh r. . , another 
grave, huh, albert? your sra0e 
stabs into tut soft cemetery 
soil am with every shovelful 
youtrtto imagine wha t treas- 
ure UES BURIED IN THE CASKET 
BEWW. . . 



YOUR THOUGHTS ARE MENTAL 
SHOTS OF MORPHINE AND THEYFORCE 
YOU tOOlO WITH A FRENZY SHAWNED 
ONLYOFGREEO. . . 



StfTSUDOENL Y SOMETHING 
UNUSUAL HAPPENS, OOESN T IT, 
ALBERT? VERY UNUSUAL . . . 




YfS, ALBERT. . .YOU'RE 
PALLING, TWISTING, 
SPINNING. . . DOWN . . DOWN 
...DOWN/ BUT ALL YOUR 
YELVNG AND PLEADING 
WON'T HELP rot// 'DOWN.. 
DOWN >YW 60, ALBERT .. 



'ti c 



OttAY, YOU CAN OPEN YOUR PES NOW, ALBERT.. 


AND CUT OUT THAT 


sc*eahwg/ touftte 


STOPPED PALLING. . . 


M|5p5 




YEAH/ I-J HAVE/ ™ 




BUT WHERE AM I ? AN' ^ 








WHO ARC THESE 




Sk K 


rl 


CHARACTERS WALKING " 




AROUND HERE ? j 




¥t -*m. * 1 4 


ML » * • J 


mm. \'M ^. §4. 


kr-^H 


L£l 
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5»'.* S 



^V-^Bt£a?; 



GfiEED DROPS YOU TO TOUR KNEES? /hET, Y0u7\ TAKE AL L YOU\ HE DOESN'T HAVE TOTELLYOV TWICE, 



rtXJGRAB AHD CLAW AT THE GEMS. . 

YOU L£T THE COOL GOLD METAL AND 

SPARKLING STONES RIM THRU TOUR 

FINGERS. . . 

ZlT'S REAL/ REAL GOLD, DIAMONDS AND " 
JEMERALDS'AN' IT'S ALL LAVIN' AROUND 

(HERE like trash/ them creeps must ' 

E CRAZY. . .THEY DON'T SEEM TO CARE • 
(ABOUT THIS STL 



HUH, ALBERT? YOU STUFF YOUR 
POCKETS WITH SO MUCH OF THAT LQgJ^ 
YOU CAN HAROLY HOVE.. 







ijpjfc»^?g2jj 




SJB^^SM 




yes, there isaw*y \ 


YOU MEAN I GOT TA CLtMS 


OUT. . .YHE SAME WAY ) 


W THAT SLIMY HOLE I 


IYOU CAME IN.' J 


>v FELL THRU? . 




NOT THIS 8ABY/ ONCE \ 
I SCRAM OUTTA HERE 
I'M STATIN' OUT AN 1 
NOTHIN 
COME BACK/_ 



Q NO A THOUSAND 

>M \AGOHtES LATER, rOUSEE 

' l [THE N/GHT... THE STARS... 



AHaTjdof 
f^f 'Mystery 



!TkE 'AFFAIROF THE BLACK ftOS£ m WAS A TRUE CAS£ OF THE 
SUPERNATURAL THAT TOOK PLACE IN ENGLAND WHEN KNIGHTS 
WEftE BOL D AND FEUDS COMMON AMONG NOBLE FAMILIES. 
A LONG-STANDING FEUD HAD JUST COME TO AN END WHEN A 
| CLAN CAPITULATED TO A POWERFUL BLOOD ENEMT. THE 
DEFEAT ENDED THE PEIGN OF THE FAMIL t OF THE 
'BLACK NOSE" . . . 




SlP WILLIAM 
HAD THE GROUNDS [GROUNDS ' 
COVERED WITH fc.F LOWER: 
GRAVEL AND 
THE BLACK POSE I 
DESTROYED TO \ 
PREVENT THE 
CURSE FROM 
COMWS TRUE. 
B4 TIME THE 
CURSE WAS 
FORGOT TEN. 
BUT CENTURIES^ 
LATER, AN 
ANCESTOR OF 
SIR WILLIAM 
BECAME HEIP 
TO THE 
CASTLE , . . 




7mr night, sip William's descendant was awakened by a horrible 

SIGHT COMING THROUGH, HIS BEDROOM WINDOW 




THE SCREAMS BPOUGHT 
SERVANTS TO THE BEDROOM 
WHERE THEY FOUND 
THEIR MASTER WITH 
THE SINEWY TENTACLES 

OF THE BLACK ROSE 
WRAPPED AROUND HIM. 
THE SHARP THORNS 
HAD PIERCED HIS 
BOOT LIKE A 
THOUSAND KNIVES / 
THE ROSE ITSELF 
HAD BECOME A 
MASS OF WITHERED 
PETALS, ITS TASK OF 
CENTURIES-OLD CURSE 
COMPLETED. 



A LOT OF CRIMINALS ME TOO ^m BEHOLD, HOW 
CUNNING TO BE CAUWT/ WHEN ^M UTILE THINM 
WE CATCH BAD ONE!, THEY ^V AFFECT THE DCS- 

SHOULD BE TORTURED TO DEATH X TINIES OF MEN/ 
AS AN EXAMPLE TO OTHERS/ 




lVt GOT TO FIGHT EVIL, NO MATTE" WHERE 
IT TAKES PLACE/BUT THOSE HIGH-VOLTAGE 
ARCS MUSTN'T TOUCH MY BODY, On 
BE ELECTROCUTED INSTANTLY' 




THIS IS THE WORLD Of THE DEAD.' THE LIVING APPEAR AS 
GHOSTS HERE... JUST AS WE DEAD APPEAR AS SPIRITS 
IN VOUR WORLD/ ORDINARILY, THE TWO WORLOS ARE ON 
DIFFERENT LEVELS, BUT SOME Thing APPARENTLY 
HAPPENED TO BRING THE TWO LEVELS INTO ALIGNMENT. 



.SO NOW THE W t GET IT' I MUST' VE ACCIDENTALLY 



LIVING AND THE 
DEAD CAN ENTERS 
EACH OTHER'S 
WOULD BY STEPPING J 

BETWEEN THOSE. 



HOOKED UP Mr WIRES IN A NEW 
WAY. AND THE NEW FORCE F IELO 
MADE THE TWO WORLDS INTER- 
SECT AT THE i 




WhCH PHIll? SfVTHE KETUMiCO 
WITH *HEW BAND Of SHOSTLf 

fiECRUITS. . . 

"Fee's a listqf more people! 

K*1»T KILLED' I'VE RUN OUT OF ' 

KNOWN CRIMINALS AND DICTATORS, 

SO HEBE'S A LIST OF PEOPLE WHO 

MIGHT GO BAD/ THE WORLD WILL 

E BETTER OFF WITHOUT THEM.' 



After the ghosts left on them 


MOtDEPOUS ASSIStMENTS. . . 


I'll wipe out 


T HOW CAN I STOP HIM? 


ALL THOSE WHO 


L WAIT ..I HAVE SEEN 


OPPOSE MY j 


fHIM STEP CAREFULLY 


PLANS TO 1 


' OVER THATLOWER 


IMPROVE THE J 


ARC OF FIRE. WILL IT 


WORlB( A^ 


STUN HIM AND 




RESTORE HIM TO HIS 




SENSES IF I PUSH J 




A Hand of 



FA"; 



'M^sterj 



/* THE FILES OF THE FOftlSPOLlCE THERE CAN BE FOUND A 
CASEH/STCRY OF A CHIME THAT OCCURRED OVER THIRTY 
1 YEARS AGO TO THIS DAY Aft AURA Or THE SUPERNATURAL 
STaC HONGS OYER IT. /* THE HOME OF A WEALTHY FAMILY, 
A MASQUERADE BALL m*S Mr PROGRESS AS A SPURNED 
SUITOR Of THE HOSTESS PLOTTED MANIACALLY IN A DARK 
| CORNER JE AN PILLOT WAS PLAN NING MURDER . 



r Suddenly the hall was plunged into darkness 

ABOVE THE STARTLED SHOUTS OF THE GUESTS CAME 
JOUA 5 ANGUISHED 5MRJER * WHEN THE LIGHTS CAME 
I ON AGAIN 

' STOP 1 
' 5H£'S "A DEAD >M HE IS THE KILLER' 




Allot urns captured, but when they tried 

REMOVE HIS SATANIC MAKEUP . 



T-TME HOflN* 
THEY > 
COME OFF' 



Unable to remove the heinous features from 
hjs face, pillot became terror- strkken he 
ran madly from the hall and plunged out of a 
window four stories off the ground 




When the 
authorities 
arrived theyw 
astonished to find 

the figure of 
the devil 

hanging on a 

spike medical 
sconce could not 
explain the 
macabre transfor- 
mation that over- 
came jean pil lot/ 

the body was 
cremated and the 

case filed in 

THE ANNALS OF r/C 
UNEXPLAMABLE . 



I TMteno] 



I'VE WAITED A WHOLE LIFE- 
TIME PLAYIN3 WITH TOTS, 
ANDI HAVEN'T ACHIEVED MY 
DREAM/ I HATE EVERY 
EVER INVENTED. BEFORE I 
LEAVE HERE I'LL MAKE JUNK 
OUT OF THEM) 




A SILENT WITNESS ASSESSED THE MORTAL MAW* 
BUT COULD l*£/T»£ft WAfttt MO/I COUNSEL . . . 



I CAN'T LOSE/ I 
6HLATEST HAPPINESS { 
LIES IN THE FUTURE/ 
IF NATAB BRANTS M 
WISH, I'LL NEVER 
BEGRET IT/ YES.T 
I'LL DO IT/ 




SoMAXWASilAJHt/CDIM THE YEAR 

33i0 to th€ perfect beauty, hiss 
universe. 



Several oats later, uax 

began tolearn thatbeauty 
ims only skin deep . . . 



DO YOU CALL YOURSELF THE 
IDEAL WIFE FOR A GREAT SCIENTIST? 
THERE ISN'T A SINGLE THING I 
CAN SPEAK TO YOU ABOUT. A WEEN 
HAS PASSE AND I HAVEN'T COTTE 
A SINGLE THOUGHT OUT OF THAT 
BIRD BRAIN OF YOURS.' 




AwMTHCCtHTWCSSPEDarmA 

smm.ms Mtsr MHO as rut max slowly 

CLEARED . . . 



YOUR WISH IS GRANTED' COMMANDED 
SROMSLAW, YOU ARE IN GARRISON B,ON 
GUAM, DEFENSE CE 
THE YEAR I 




Thefuture had come full cycle and merged 
with thepast. what was left of man was , 
beginning the long climb to civilization asain 



h WAS MAX'S FWy DEVELOPED BRAIN THAT MADE HIM 
MORE THAN A MATCH FOR FEROCIOUS BEASTS. . 

on't we think V he must be THE SON OF THE 

ALONE, HE HAS I FOREST DEMON/WE MUST 
KILLED ENOUGH MEAT <[ BECAftEFUL ORHE W 
FOR OUR WHOLE TRIBE.' A US LIKE THAT WILD BEAST/ 




SoSPfCION HUMS ON EACH 
MIRACLE MAM ACCOMPLISHED. A3 
THE PRIMITIVE BROUP PLODDED 
HOME THROUGH THE SNOW STORM. . 



QhCE IN THEIR CAVE, MAX'S 

STRANGE BEHAVIOR WAS 
WATCHED WITH OPEN HOSTILITY. .. 




So LIKE MANY MEN IN ADVANCE OF THEM PARTICULAR 
AGE, MAX BECAME A MARTYR. . . 




Lm. va 


AAH.f ^EB 

VUUH.' ^S 

THE DEMON 
SPIES' VAAAAH* , 


NO/NO/NATAS HELP 1 

ME'TAKE ME BACK.' .Am 


Ks^- 1 


J^rfft 




V£2 


[ft 


I^^Vi 


^*9tueI 




% 




1 


m 

m 
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m 



T*E CALL WAS ANSWERED, AMD BEFORE THE BEW1L OEREO 
EYES OF THE PRtmTIVE MEM . . . 




THE GRENOBLE CURSE 



II w« a long, wide marble staircase, befitting a 
great ch'ateau, and though across its Steps had trod 
many historic events, it had never until now been 
Ihe direct cause of death. Now the Comte de Gre- 
. nobie lay at its foot, his body b;nt and twisted, 
" blood streaming from a great gash in hfs head. Bui 
when his young wife Denise, screaming to rouse 
the servants, rushed down to where she had pushed 
him, the last of life had not yet f!ed his body. 

■'You — you shouldn't h»ve done it. Denise." he 
groaned. "1 am old . , . my time would soon have 
come. You could have waited." His jaw sagged, 
and she thought he had breathed his last. But with 
effort he opened his eyes; his voice was a strangled 
whisper. "Now [he curse is upon you," he said. 
"Now you will suffer the Grenoble Curse." 

"Fool!" she spat at him. "Old two-horned fool! 
I'm glad [ did it!" 

But the Comte de Grenoble could not hear. 

He was buried with ceremony in the family 
crypt, the young and beautiful Denise put on wid- 
ows black, and she retired to her chambers, re- 
fusing to come out, even for meals. 'How hard 
she takes it," everybody whispered, but in her 
rooms the Comtesse paced back and forth -restlessly. 
Seven days after the Comte had died, slie could 
stand it no longer. 

"Marcel," she.said to the butler when he brought 
in her morning coffes, "distribute this money to 
all the servants and have everybody out by noon. 
1 am closing, the chateau today. My grief is too 
great here where my happiness was." 

And at noon, when the door closed behind Mar- 
cel, the last to go. Denise took off her widow's 
weeds, dressed herself in » sprightly Jacques Fath 
traveling suit, and hung a colored handkerchief in 
her bedroom window. 

The night was as dark as she'd hoped it would 
be, but she waited impatiently. At ten o'clock a 
ear, its headliglits dimmed, drove up the graveled 
drive, and Denise rin quickly downstairs and threw 
wide the door. 

"1 thought you'd never, come," she said, lifting 
her mouth for a kiss. 

"Fortunately, a dark night," the man said. "No 
one will see us go." 

At his words, she turned her head quickly, offer- 
ing only her cheek. "I hope 1 have not made a 
mistake in you," she said. She measured him coolly. 



"Remy Freneau," she said, as if itemizing i bill of 

accounts, "gentleman, handsome as the devil . , . 
but destitute! And cautious as a lamb. Don't you 
know, you handsome idiot, there isn't a soul within 
half a mile?" 

. She led him ups'tairs lo her diambets, pointed to 
the four suitcases packed and ready. ■ 
"Do you have . ; . trtiytbingf" he said. 
"Everything," she smiled. "Every sapphire, em- 
erald, diamond. Every bracelet, ring, necklace. 
Every valuable paper, deed, stock. We shall go to 
Paris and every night drink a toast to the Grenoble 
wealth — and every night jter at his curse." | 

"Curse?" said Remy, blanching. 
'This is the twentieth century, idiot." Denise 
said, "The old goat had to have his dying joke. 
Now take- the bags." 

He bent, grasped with each hand a bag — and 
stopped suddenly. "What's that?" he whispered. 
"I thought the servants were all gone." He bit his 
lip. "Again. Someone laughing . . . across, the hall." 
"It's only our imaginations working overtime. 
. Come, 1 will show you.'' But before she opened the 
door across the hail, she turned. "Remember," she 
whispered, "I did the deed. But your hand urged 
mine." And she opened the door to the Comte'i 
chambers. 

"See," she said. "Nobody here. Besides, voices 
in the night cannot harm us." 

Wait!" His hand fell on her arm. "I thought 
you took all the jewels." 

"1 combed every inch of this — " She stopped 
as her eye fell to where he pointed. A book, % 
heavy Morocco-bound tome, yellow with age, sat 
on the Comte's desk. On its cover gleamed a cluster 
of rubies and emeralds. This — " she breathed, 
"this wasn't here an hour ago. I swear it." 
His voice was harsh. 'Then let's go." 
"No! hkiiled for. this! 1 won't let hallucinations 
or a magician's trickery stop me now! " she strode 
to the desk, tried to dislodge the jewels from the 
book. They won't budge," she said, and with a 
frantic pull tore off the cover. 

"We can put it in the suitcase, Remy. [t will lie 
flat. Come — what . . . what is it?" 

"Look," he said, and put his handkerchief to his 
forehead. "Read." 

She stood by his side and they read together the 
words on the flyleaf page opposite the torn cover: 



W'b&ever brings harm to the Greiinble heir 
Will worst than ike victim finally fare. 
And tfttr he lies in bis grare,a ueek, 
He'll return from the grair, vengeance to 

For Grenoble blood, when shed in the land, 
Will not wash off tbe killer band. 

"Wonderful!" Denise murmured. "More jewels 
—more nches!" 

"What ate you Calking about?" Remy's voice 
was hoarse. 'We ,hould get out . . . The curse!" 

"Every old family has legends,"' she said, press- 
ing his arm. 'It's nothing, Seven hundred years 
ago, the first Comte de Grenoble befriended an 
itinerant sorcerer — hid him from the enraged 
townspeople. And he repaid with stupid doggerel. 
Every old family has these tales. The old goat of a 
Comte told me about it on our wedding day. That's 
nothing — but this . . .!" She pointed to the crude 
diagram below the curse. Do you know what this 
is?" She flipped the page, scanned the lines hur- 
riedly. "An inventory!" she breathed. 'Enough 
jewels for a king's ransom. And the diagram — 
that's the vault 1 I have never been below — -but the 
diagram is clear. Clear enough for a child." 

But Rcrny stood lensc. "1 say we depart — now. 
We have enough now.*' ' 

Denises eyes were shining. "One never has 
enough of jewels, darling." She took his band. "Do 
you know what this means, Remy? Can job con- 
ceive of such riches? All there in the vault — for 

"You will destroy us," Remy said. "Your greed 
will be our undoing!" 

"Now you're being silly. Remy. And I don't like 
you to be silly. To plan death — and to be aftaid 
of a sorcerer's verse, seven hundred years old. That 
is being very silly, Remy,'" She tore out the page 
with the diagram. "Come, we shall go down to the 

Muttering under his breath, Remy followed her. 
"Take candles, dear," she said. 

He found candles, and when they reached the 
Cellar door he lighted them, for belowstairs there 
was no wiring foi bulbs. He held the candles high 
as they walked down the stone steps, their heeis 
clanking on the ancient masonry. The stone walls 
were damp; the entire belowground had the fetid, 
musty smell of cold, sealed earth and stoneworks 
that have not known sunlight or clear air for ages. 
Remy shuddered. 

"J wish we were out of here," he said. 

"Soon, darling, soon. And rich as moguls." 

The light flickered. The sound of Remy's heels 
stopped. 

"Over here, dear," she said. "That grilled door 



there. Yes — that's it!" She turned when there was 
no sound. She saw Remy standing stiffly, his head 
b:nt, peering at his palms. Her voice suddenly 
touched a note of clamor. "What is ti?" She came 
back to him. "What is it, Remy?" 

Relief crossed his features. "N-nothing. Only for 
a moment I thought-*-" 

"Thought what, Remy?" 

"The — the curse. Blood on the hand." 

She smiled. "Now you see. It's all nonsense, u 
I said." 

Again they went forward. They stopped before 
th; grilled door. There were no keys, but it opened 
to their touch; Their breathing became sharp. 

"There," she said. "The fourth stone block. It 
comes out." 

She held the candles while he tugged. The stone 
was clammy, but loose, and when it came out the 
stones next above and on either side of it were 
dislodged also. Within the wait was a deep vault, 
and within the vault a metal box. He reached for it. 

"Don't stop now-," she said. "You can't — What 
is it, Remy?" 

"The — the voice. I thought — " 

"You're mad," she said. But her eyes were wide. 

He pulled out the box and it opened and within 
lay a tyrant's dream. Denise uttered a moan and 
dipped her hands, and jewels cascaded through her 
fingers like multi-colored bubbles. "A continent!" 
she gasped. "A world — a world of jewels! Oh, 
Remy!" 

Then suddenly, with a deep sigh, her body stiff- 
ened. There was no ignoring the sound now. A soft 
bemused cackle of laughter. And something that 
sounded like a clinking of hard metal pieces. Coins 
■ or perhaps keys. 

"Remy!" It burst out of her in a shriek. 

They turned toward each other, clasped hard. 
There could be no doubt. The chuckling was eerie 
in the dank gloom. And again there was the tink- 
ling, the clinking of — Suddenly, as if on a com- 
mon impulse, th;y rushed for the grilled door. But 
"it would not open. It was as if a force held it on 
the other side. And as Denise and Remy pushed, 
sweating, the clinking of keys sounded again — and 
then the harsh, grating sound as of a iock being 
turned. Remy banged furiously at the grill and 
after a .while he began to yell. But Denise said 
tonelessely, "Not a soul within half a mfle!" 

And they looked at each other, and at the door 
through which they could not pass, and, tn the 
waning light of the candles, their eyes turned 
simultaneously to theit hands, on which a bright 
red stain was slowling beginning to spread . . . 




INHUMAN FtEND.WHl 
HAVE YOU DESTROYED 
MYQREAT ARMS COL- 
LECTION* WHO ARE YOU 
WHO DARES TEST THE 
POWERS OF THE HOUSE 
Or TURlHOf 



It was risht after the first world war 

WHEN rue FIRST DittE EVENTS OCCURRED 
■\wHICH ROCKED THE HOUSE OF TUftiNO. . . 

t DOWN WITH THE TURINOS, THE BLOOD SUCKERS/ 
[Jthe rotten PROFITEERS' PAY FOR OUR . 

JURIES, YOU SABOTEURS/ TRAITORS/ 



'""fie »«»""«. SEj*. 





and mow do you 
explain the fresh 
Blood on his chest, 
your excellency? 




/* we museum wqbxswp sevEXM. hours later.when 

THE AfiMOft WAS UNFASTENED. . . 



I SHOULD SAY, YOUR V BURY HIM IN OUR OWN CEMETERY. 

EXCELLENCY, THAT THIS \ HE MAY BE ONE OF MY OWN 

IS THE VERY EARLIEST I ANCESTORS.' ANO I WANT THAT 

ARMOR MADE BY YOUR J SUIT OF ARMOR CLEANED, 

ANCESTORS A RARE \ POLISHED ANO PLACED IN THE 

FIND/ WHAT SHAI 




The fouotums atr when the 


BRUNO, EZIO... MA Y>( 


WHAT IS [ 


THE 0EWL MUST \ OUT, OUT / 


COUNT MADE HIS INSPECTION TOUR... 


YOUR SOULS ROT/ 1 
WHAT HAVE YOU 


WRONG, 


BE IN THAT ARMOR/ } LIARS/ 








A*H, THERE IT IS/ THEY WORKED ALL 


DONEHERE?WHAT J 


LUIGI? A 


SPENT TEN HOURS J YOU ARE 


NIOHTTOPUTITIN SHAPE.. JHTT 


KINDOFJOKE IS yA 




SCRAPING AND ^FINISHED HERE.' 


EYES ARE WEAK-I MUST GET . 


_ THIS? ^^S 




POLISHING/ IT ) IF YOU SHOW 


r— p^^VV 






SHONE LIKE ^ YOUR FACES AT 
A MRROR.' A VILLA TURINO, I'LL 


W*i P**! 


h^^Am 


n 


^-^■-•W^j *** TOUR BONES 
" IT V, BROKEN / "J 








oi»/i 


f^Sm 


Hi 






k»b? 


iA 








B lil 




W. 








l am duke malvo.the uncle of 
THE FIRST TURINO ARMORER... THE 
FIRST OF THE WHOLE MURDEROUS 
LINE, OF WHICH YOU SHALL BE THE 
LAST/OOYOU KNOW HOW IN THE 
DIM PAST YOUR BLOODY ANCESTOR 
SEIZED MY INHERITANCE^LISTEN/ 




It was The eve of 
sr Cecilia's oar, 

TWELVE HUNDRED 
ANOFORTrSK. Mr 
NEPHEW LORENZO ms 
FINISHING MT SUIT of armor for 
THE TOURNAMENT. 



I WAS FIRST IN THE 
LISTS. MT OPPONENT 
WAS A OEADLTENEMr 

FROM LOMBARD f . . . 





ANBASlLAYeriNSWMYTENr. . 




At THE FAK EHO OF THE FIEtP, THE STXANSE KH/6HT 
OWETLYSUimTTCOTOCAPruK... , 

ET ME THROUGH/ 




in. M. v.: 
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« book* of tba coto- 
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Jell Me What You Want 
Money For. 
I'LL HELP YOU 
ALL YOU MUD! 



EASY TO EARN $50 TO $15 
MORE IN JUST YOUR SPARE TIME! 

What do YOU warn thai money will buy? 
Whether it's new clothes, sporting equipment, 
household appliances, or anything else . . . just 
check the coupon. I'll show you how you can 
earn all the money you need, quickly and easily, 
taking orders for STUART Greeting Cards! 
And I'll send you everything you need to start 
earning right away. 

YOU DON'T NEED EXPERIENCE) 
It takes no special skill to sell a complete assort- 
ment of beautiful new Birthday and other Greet- 
ing Cards — a generous supply for year 'round use 
—Tor just SI. 00. This exciting bargain really 
ttlls ittelf, All you do is thow it to friends and 
neighbors and you keep up to HALF the price as 
your cash profit! Say you want anything that costs 
150.00. Sell only 100 boxes and you've got the 
money! Folks will also want our exciting new 
Gift Items, Stationery, Gift Wrappings and the 
other fast-sellers in our big line. They help you 
earn still more easy money! 
GET MONEY-MAKING KIT ON FREE TRIAL! 
See for yourself how easy it is to get the money 
for anything you want. Check the coupon and 
mail it now. I'll send you a complete kit of 
samples including fast-selling assortments on 
FREE TRIAL and full facts on how to reach your 
goal fast. Don' l delay. Act TODAY! 




